SUPERSTITION   IN   HOTELS

as I left him, with relu&ance, in Hanover Square
again, his smile indicated that in his opinion I
had been conferring a favour on him by learning
from him. The world is foil of Strange, lovable
characters.

Once in the bar of a French seaside hotel the
barman was mixing a Bacardi cocktail for me. Now
I had previously seen this barman trying the violin
of the leader of the orchestra which at night
enlivened the bar. He played the violin with
decidedly more emotional quality and with a more
beautiful tone than the leader of the orchestra
himself. " So you play the fiddle," I ventured, in
English. " The fiddle ? " he questioned. " The
violin," I corrected myself. " Ah yes, the violin 1 "
"You like it?" I asked. "I love it," said he.
" You are from Paris ? " I asked. " No, sir, I am
Hungarian." He sighed. Discretion, a sense of
decency, forbade me to ask him : " If you play the
violin, and so well, why are you behind a bar mixing
a Bacardi cocktail for me ? " A day or two later
I learnt from somebody else that despite his passion
for, and proficiency upon, the fiddle, the young
man's real ambition was to be a dentist, and that
he had already passed the preliminary examination
at Geneva to this great end.

Turin, Juty.

Turin is a very large city, reftangular in form and
spirit. It is so large that when in the centre of the
city I asked the concierge of the hotel where were
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